EXTREMES MEET

Perhaps the homely stuffiness of the house recalled to
those it sheltered for a space interiors in the heart of France,
which they, wandering over the face of Europe, might
never behold again. Even English girls who passed their
weeks or months chez Bonbon were reminded of familiar
scenes of home. This big dining-room below the level of
the entrance-hall was like those sitting-rooms in the base-
ments of tall London houses before whose windows the
legs of the world pass to and fro behind railings. There
is in many of those unsunned rooms a cosiness that is never
attained on the floors above. Year after year they have
been accumulating the ugly and out of date, but still
serviceable accessories of grander rooms. They are some-
times almost silted up by this gradual deposit from the
tide of fashion above ; but that only makes them cosier.
Their cupboards are crammed to overflowing. Their
corners and shelves and recesses are crowded with the
shabby relics of an immemorial family life. The chairs
in such rooms have always lost their springs, because the
people who have sat in them have never used them respect-
fully. They are chairs that are genuinely meant to be
sat in not on, and their seats have been hollowed out like
nests by an endless series of occupants entirely at their
ease. The carpets in such rooms have been worn thread-
bare 5 but the grey webbing has somehow escaped a squalid
or depressing look, for the colours of these carpets have
been absorbed into the family life, and to those who have
trodden them day in day out for many years their reds
and greens and blues are still apparent.

The dining-room at the Pension Bonbon was just
such a room as one of those. The wallpaper was torn
or rubbed here and there ; but wherever this had happened
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